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MR. CATHNET'S VACATION
The Sykes sisters, Mary and Ann, had finished supper, washed
and wiped the dishes, and carefully folded their blue gingham
aprons. They had set the old-fashioned tin milk can on the
kitchen stoop, in the spot which it had occupied for nearly
fourteen years. Now they were comfortably esconsed each in
her own painted rocker on opposite sides of the little red tiled
fire place.
Abigail, the old tiger cat, was curled comfortably in Mary’s
lap, and her violent purr vied with the crackling of the flamecircled log. Anne, the elder, knitted industriously on the heavy
white woolen stocking in her lap ; and the occasional click of her
needles forced Abigail to impatiently uncover an eye and shift
disgustedly in Mary’s lap. Anne’s sparse straight figure, a
triumph in cubist art, rocked energetically back and forth. Her
keen gray eyes behind the gold-bowed “specs” were bent on
her work, and her closely drawn lips seemed to be playing
“tug ’o war” with the tight gray knot at the back of her head.
Suddenly her lips loosened, and she glanced determinedly at
her serene-faced sister.
“Well, Mary, its time we decided about the Sunday School
Convention.”
Mary was shorter than her sister, rather plump, and her gray
hair, curling over her forehead and ears, refused to be concen
trated into one tight wad. Her face was softer, more pleasing
than Anne’s, and her gray eyes surprised one with their hint
of wistful youth. Her dress was of black and white checked
gingham like her sister’s, but she wore a little knot of faded
blue velvet at he throat. Her hands, misshapen with rheuma
tism, gently stroked Abigail’s fluffy back. She looked at Anne,
then into the fire. But her glance resolutely returned to her
sister.
“I think we’d both better go, Anne.” And she tried to sit up
stiffly in her chair. Anne’s mouth tightened again, and she felt
a thrill of alarm. Mary had never gone to the annual Sunday
School Convention at Scarford. She, Anne, had gone for the
last nine years. Mary had never even suggested going. It
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really wouldn’t do for her to go. She was a little flighty, and
would want to look at all the bargain sales instead of hearing
the splendid addresses. Besides, they ought not to spend the
money for two—Mary must consider that.
Mary stopped rocking.
“Well,” she said impatiently, in her soft, caressing voice,
and pulled nervously at her dress below her knees. Abigail
rose in distress and disconsolately jumped to the floor.
“Mary, you know we can’t afford to go, both of us—the apple
crop’s poor, and—and—why, you’ve never wanted to go before.”
—Anne was rather bewildered.
“I guess we can manage so as both of us can go this year,
sister. I’m real set on goin’ ”—and Mary looked as if she
meant it.
Anne stopped rocking. She slid her spectacles down over her
militant nose, and eyed her rebellious sister sharply.
“But sister, we’ve got to give five dollars for missions, and
there won’t only be about seven left, after marketing.” Mary’s
cheeks grew pink.
“Well, we won’t give that money to missions—I’ll use it to go
to Scarford. Then we can both go.”
“Mary Sary Jane Sykes, you won’t do nothin’ of the kind.
Do you think the Lord’ll bless you when you rob his heathen?”
Anne’s knitting slipped to the floor, she clasped her hands in a
really dramatic gesture over her thin chest, and eyed her sis
ter in shocked surprise.
“Well,” Mary began lamely, “I never have been to that con
vention, and I’m going this year, mission or no miss—”
“Hark!” Anne whispered sternly. A heavy step sounded on
the door rock, succeeded by a sharp rap.
Mary suddenly lost her daring, and outwardly became all in
a twinkling the timid middle-aged person with whom Anne was
familiar. The latter cast a reproving look at her sister and
primly advanced to the door.
By the dim light of the stand lamp she could see a young man
with a grip in one hand and hat in the other, smiling up at
her in rather tired fashion.
“Good evening, Miss Sykes, I’m Mr. Cathnet of Pittsburg,”
and he handed her a card.
“The station agent sent me up here to see if I could get a
room for to-night and perhaps longer.”
“Why-er”—Anne was too surprised to talk. The Sykes sisters
had never taken lodgers! The idea horrified her.
“Certainly, young man, step right in,” she heard a voice
behind her say. And there to her utter amazement, stood
Mary, bowing and ushering him in as if such an event were an
every day occurrence.
“I do declare!” ejaculated Ann, as she helplessly watched
quiet little Mary relieve him of his coat and hat.
“You see, I’ve been busy all summer,” the young fellow ex
plained, “and the doctor said I’d have to take a rest. Said this
was a good quiet town, and he thought I’d find lodgings some-
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where. I’m surely lucky to get in here,” and he smiled frankly
at Anne. She was still more confused. Was the sky falling?
First Mary had decided to spend their “heathen money” to
go to the Sunday School Convention, and now she had welcomed
a perfect stranger and promised him a room. She was stunned.
“Will the front room be all right, sister.” Mary asked with a
spirited flush on her unusually placid face. Anne heard herself
reply, “Yes indeed!” And as if in a dream she saw Mary lead
ing the white, tired-faced young stranger into their choice best
chamber where none ever slept but an old maiden aunt, and
the new ministers during the first weeks of their stay in Ripleyville. She sank into her rocker and gazed weakly at the halfburned log.
Mary bustled in, still carried out of herself by her daring.
“Well, Anne, now I guess if he stays a week, we’ll have enough
money so’s we both can go to the Convention and send our mis
sionary offering, too.” “Yes,” Anne observed faintly.
When Anne awoke the next morning and turned to adminis
ter a severe reproof to the transgressor, no Mary was to be seen.
She hurriedly dressed and marched into the kitchen whence she
sniffed the aroma of coffee far stronger than any she had ever
felt they could afford. Wrathful words fairly sizzled for utter
ance on her thin lips. But she was forestalled.
“Morning, sister,” Mary said briefly, and continued to pour
dough into the iron muffin rings. “Say, Anne, I guess you’d
better set the table and fix it up a little for Mr. Cathnet.”
Anne obeyed. She felt that she simply could not do anything
else. Besides, she began to feel a rather pleasurable excitement
at the thought of preparing a meal for a man, and that man not
a minister either. Her zealous indignation was rapidly becom
ing mollified.
Indeed, he seemed the most agreeable young man that she, in
her forty-odd years of spinsterhood, had seen. He was hand
some, in a dashing way, with fine dark eyes—and Anne had
“always been partial to dark eyes, anyway.”
He seemed to know so much, too, for such a young man,—
all about picture galleries and theatres, and politics. He talked
about New York, especially Broadway, as if he’d lived right
there. He said he was interested in a large manufacturing
concern in Pittsburg but he spoke so delicately about it, that
the sisters felt it would be vastly improper not to say immodest,
to make any further inquiries.
He made friends with Abigail, and sat with them every night
for a week in the cozy sitting room. Anne went so far as to
don an old-fashioned terra cotta ribbon at her neck. Her hair
and her mouth seemed to relax before the friendliness of their
“guest.” For to all inquisitive Ripleyville neighbors, the sisters
formally stated that they had a guest, Mr. Cathnet of Pitts
burg. This excited no small gossip. Some said that he was
a young sharper, trying to sell the Sykes sisters worthless stock.
Others thought he might be a distant relative. But to none did
it occur that he might be just plain “boarding.”
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They unconsciously assumed a proprietary air toward the
young man, which he found amusing, and quite entertaining.
“How nice he seems to smell, Anne,” Mary naively remarked.
“I wonder what kind of toilet water he uses. May be it’s bay
rum. That’s what the young minister used that ran off with
Molly Johnson’s daughter. But it didn’t smell just the same,
as near as I can remember.”
“No, it ain’t bay rum, Mary.” Besides, it’s indelicate of you
to talk about such things.”
However, Mary’s curiosity was soon satisfied.
“I wonder,” said Mr. Cathnet one evening, “if you ladies ever
indulge in cold cream.” Mary blushed, and Anne frigidly re
plied, “Oh, certainly.” Undismayed, he continued,—“Just try
a little of this. I find it delicious and I think you will.” He
unscrewed a dainty little silver tube with “B-E-A-U-T-Y” en
graved upon it, and to Mary’s delight, from it there issued that
faint, sweet odor which she thought might be bay rum. Anne
tried to be dignified as she sniffed at it, but had to yield to the
young man’s enthusiasm, that “it smelled real good.” More
over, he insisted that she keep the tube, which she laid care
fully away together with a piece of her mother’s wedding dress,
and a flaming red necktie.
“He draws beautifully,” Anne remarked to Mrs. Beedy, her
next-door neighbor, and displayed with much self-consciousness
a sketch of herself, which the young man had done on the pre
vious evening.
“May I keep this to show my friends?” he politely asked on
the last evening of his stay, as he held up a drawing of the
sisters in their rockers which he had just finished. They were
delighted. Mary felt a sentimental pang. “How nice it must
be to have such a smart young man in love with you!”
“Of course he has a young lady friend somewhere,” she whis
pered confidentially to Anne when they had retired. Anne
sighed as she answered. “No doubt he has! Such handsome
eyes!”
At the end of a week’s stay, Mr. Cathnet felt that he must
return to his work. He assured them that he was wonderfully
rested, and would not forget them. The bill he had insisted on
leaving with Mary made her gasp, when he had gone and she
felt it proper to look at it.
“Ten dollars, Anne! We can both go to Scarford!” And
Anne, quite forgetful of the scene on the night of his arrival,
replied, “Well now, Mary if that ain’t fine!” And though there
were nine weeks before the Convention, they began to make
preparations.
At length the day approached when they must start. Abagail
was given into the tender care of a neighbor. The house was
thoroughly swept and dusted, and good byes were said.
The stage ride from Ripleyville to the trolley line which ran
between the two biggest cities of their state, was thrillingly ex
citing to Mary.
“Well,” she said, when, breathless, they both were firmly
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seated in the car which should carry them to Scarford, “if that
dear young man only knew what a help he’s been,” no doubt
he’d enjoy this trip himself.”
“The idea, Mary, in New York he can hear a speaker any
time he wants to. And Anne leaned back in lofty contempt to
enjoy her yearly trolley ride, and reflect upon her sacred obliga
tions as a S. S. convention delegate.
“Why Mary, what is it?” For Mary had nervously grasped
her arm, and her face was white with excitement. Her pale
gray eyes were staring wildly at the advertisements overhead.
“Oh,” she choked, “look, Anne.”
Anne looked. Her eyes travelled over advertisements of
Campbell Soups, Wrigley’s Spearmint Gum, Baird-North Jewel
ry, Knox Gelatine, Tuxedo, “the perfect tobacco,” until she
caught sight of an advertisement which made her gasp for
breath.
Herself and Mary in their rockers, each holding a little silver
tube, while beneath was printed this legend:
“Quoth Anne and Mary after tea,
Let’s both now have a lark—
We’ll use our Cathnet’s cream freely,
Beauty is its trade mark!”
Cathnet cold cream, sold in
silver tubes at all druggists—
$1 and $2 sizes.
Cathnet Cold Cream, Co., Pittsburg.
Horror stricken, they gazed at the picture and its flamboyant
inscription. Their eyes were riveted on the glaring words.
The conductor called “Fares!” but they paid no heed. He
paused before them. Then Anne saw him.
“Oh Sir, please put us off right here,” she begged piteously,
and groped for her satchel.
“Sister, you sit right still. We’re going to the Sunday School
Convention just the same.”
Anne turned, with quivering lips. “Mary Sary Jane Sykes,
if it hadn’t been for you, this ud never have happened. If you
hadn’t been so eager to give a strange man my best chamber,
we’d never have been treated so publicly. I’m going back home,
and you’d better come, too.”
Mary brazenly looked her sister in the eye.
“Well, Good bye, Anne, I’ve earned the money to go to the
Sunday School Convention, and I’m goin’.”
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THE LEGEND OF THE FIR TREE
The sun had long since set in the Garden, and only the
shadow of its burnished light flickered over the western slopes.
In the midst of the Garden two shrinking figures crouched be
fore the Tree of Life, and covered their sin-lit eyes with trem
bling hands. Darker and darker grew the sky, until the man
and woman could not see each other’s faces, and the merciful
darkness kept the secret of their poignant anguish. Then a
mist like frozen moonlight rose from the earth and hovered
above them, and led them gently away from the Tree of the
knowledge of good and evil, out through the aromatic shrubs
and rose-trees they had loved so well, even to the eastern
boundary of the Garden. There they stood a moment hand in
hand, as if though all the world were changed, even their love
for one another, they would always cling together to help each
other bear the shame and sorrow of their guilt. Then, sin-sick
and lacerated by the first pang of homesickness the world had
ever known, they stumbled on, sobbing and shuddering. Past
the cherubim they wavered, and looking backward for one last
agonizing glance, beheld the angel of the flaming sword, cold
and unrelenting, guarding the Tree of the Garden that had once
been theirs. And as they gazed the rain-tears fell in clouds, as
if the very heavens wept that man should learn so soon the
pain of sin! A jagged lightning-flash rent the veil of the sky.
The earth shook under their feet. They knelt in palsied awe
before the dread might of the Storm-God, and prostrate, waited
for the Death they thought was certain. But in that dark hour
a miracle was wrought, for a Voice bid them rise and enter the
Land of Work. And as they journeyed, a glorious band of
color spanned the dome of night, blood-red, the blush of the
autumn leaf, the gold of the summer sun, the green of the
tropic fern, the blue of an August sky, and the smile of a violet.
Thus Hope was born in the heart of the man, and a promise
in the heart of the woman, and the two went on their way in
peace.
It was midnight in the Garden of Eden. Calm had caressed
the deserted place to sleep. The lamps of heaven were alight to
cheer the world after its rude awakening. In the midst of the
Garden, shivered the Tree of Life. There was no motion save
the quivering of the mourning branches, no sound save the
plaint of the star-kissed river. The Serpent coiled around the
trunk of the Tree and breathed the bitter poison of its curse
among the roots. The whole Tree trembled, its leaves shriveled
until they were changed into long pointed pins, sharp as pain
and green as the sad sea. The Fruit of the Tree shrank and
became a mere core of the luscious dainty it had once been,
and the prickly cone it had become could no longer tempt the
appetite. The evergreen, the ghost of the Tree of good and
evil, lifted its arms in mute appeal to the merciless skies, and
then bent them earthward, brooding and sorrowful.
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Again Night donned her black garments, and nestled close
to Earth. But now she gemmed her hair with jewels and one,
of wordless beauty, she clasped over her heart. Men gazed
upon it in wonder and called it The Star of the East. It
even shone in the man-forsaken Garden and lit the thorny,
weed-choked flowers with a tender and marvelous light. The
Serpent was blinded by its glow, and slowly uncoiling from the
fir-tree, found a deep, dark hole under the ground and hid away
in terror. For the Wise Men said a Child was born who would
one day destroy the serpent and rob him of his malignant
power. So the Serpent was afraid because of this dire pro
phesy and cursed the Tree no longer by its constant hissing and
by the heavy coils of its writhing body. Then the fir-tree re
joiced in its freedom, and hushed and happy, heard the music
of the angels and was glad.
Thus every year, when we are celebrating the birth of the
Child who took away the Serpent’s sting, and blessed the work
of the sin-sick man and woman, little children gather round the
fir-tree and deck their homes with evergreen in memory of this
Tree. And men and women gaze upon its emerald-tinted arms,
admire its steady strength, and comliness, and read the promise
of the fir-eree,—of love that conquers even sin, of old age that
still is sweet and strong, of life that never ends.

THE WILLOWS
The singing of the river
Comes softly up the hill
To where the drooping willows
Stand motionless and still.
Their massive trunks no longer
As quick to bend and sway;
Their restless youth is over—
Long past it seems to-day.
They feel the summer sunshine,
They hear the singing birds,
They watch the rippling river;
What need have they of words?
And so in golden silence
They wear the crown of years;
Their calm is never broken
By any hopes or fears.
And in the summer twilight,
When lengthening shadows creep
Up through their leafy branches
They softly fall asleep.
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CONCERNING MOTORING
To be sure, there still exist those who remark artlessly, ‘‘Oh
yes, indeed, motoring is well enough, but for a good restful
drive give me my faithful steed.” And we all agree that those
were jolly days when we packed the whole family into the
roomy surrey, carelessly slapped the reins, snapped the whip,
and jogged merrily off for a saunter about town or a jaunt away
a few miles into the country; to come home, a bit wearied, per
haps, from our efforts to keep Dick or Harry at a respectable
rate of speed, but very happy and hungry withal. I’ll admit
that there was a certain satisfaction in being able to start the
very first time you tried, and in the certainty that you could get
home to supper, if you really wanted to very much. Yet, I
earnestly believe that any such who still hold to the superiority
of the horse, are only those who have never been exposed to the
fever of motoring.
Is there any moment of anticipation so sweet as that moment
when, with traps and rugs, we are all stowed away in the car,
any moment of such delicious anxiety as is ours until we feel
the engine throbbing under our feet, and any such completeness
of content as that which fills our hearts when the last door
bangs, the driver pulls on his gloves, and we swing away into
a whole long day of sunshine and breezes and beauty.
Such days as the summer brought! How many times did we
start off at early morning, into a still and misty world, over
shrouded hills, where the highway bushes and trees were dull
satins draped in chiffon, and cool wet breezes stung our faces
into ruddy hues, through sleeping villages, where only a lusty
cock derived as wre sped by, on through the fog until the veil
was lifted and the wonder revealed. For the mist would slowly
rise and drift beyond the hills, leaving only a trail in the wake
of the sun, as if old Phoebus himself had discarded his timehonored chariot and now rose in an automobile, stirring up be
hind him a misty trail among the clouds. The landscape lay re
vealed : on one side, a wide blue river, green-banked, on the
other broad fields or woodlands, above, a blue-white sky, while
the sunbeams danced on the river and the river laughed back
until the day shone with a sheen like the shimmer on taffeta
silk. On we sped through long green aisles of trees, while the
road sped on faster, running up some far distant hill to look
back and beckon us on—by marshes and meadows and lakes,
over rustic bridges where swift brooks gurgled beneath. What
ecstacy to swoop like an eagle down one steep hill and speed full
tilt up the next! And so all day, with only a stop for dinner,
until we turned home in the sunset, and the way home, as ever,
seemed the most beautiful of all. It may be the loveliness of a
sunset sky, or the happy end of a day in out-of-doors, or the
coming of the stars, but there is a matchless wonder about the
way home.
Then there were rainy days, days when the silvers and drabs
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never sparkled into blues and yellows and greens, and the wind
chilled even at noon. But snug under shawls and rugs, we
skurried along, with the cool moist wind about us, while blurred
images of houses and of people scurrying away under umbrellas,
glided like a moving picture slide through the rain-trickled
wind shield.
Near the end of the season comes a day of calamity. Imagine
yourself, already delayed by two punctures, every resource gone,
save one poor patched inner tube, speeding along through the
woods, forty miles from home, eighteen miles from civilization
at ten o’clock at night, nerves taut, not daring even to mention
tires, lest one explode like a gun. And then the feeling of de
spair like resignation when it goes bang off, and you all pile out,
only to discover that the flash light was left at the garage. A
black night, no light save a flickering kerosene lantern which
every gust of wind extinguished, two hours hard labor with a
stubborn tire, and we’re off again, through the blackness, with
an unuttered prayer in our hearts that we may get home to
night in safety. Yet when, at half past one the next morning,
we limp into town after a seven mile run on a flat tire, we all
can say, “It’s been a great day, and we’ve enjoyed every minute
of it.” That is, we can if we have the fever.
Yet best of all were the night rides under a star-studded sky.
To rush along a wavering path of light with a great, black, still,
silence around and above you, to steal through long tapering
vistas where the trees arched overhead, to rumble over bridges
where dreamy streams murmured protestingly beneath, to feel
the night breeze and smell the night fragrance, to lose all sense
of place yet to feel you were safe—these are the joys of motor
ing. And then sleepy as you were after the day’s pleasure, it
seemed as though the breeze and trees caught the spirit of
motion, the car hummed softer and softer, the trees bent to
urge you to stay—stay, all the world became a dreamy melody,
and you glided away into the singing universe, until the car
stopped at your own door, and you groped your way back.
Yes, there are plenty of people who still prefer the horse, but
it is because they have never given themselves a chance to catch
the fever of motoring.

A COLLEGE GIRL’S READING
Dear Daughter,
In my last letter I asked you if you had read “The Inside of
the Cup” by Winston Churchill and you answered carelessly,
“Gracious no, I have no time to read!” Just that little remark
aroused in me a fear that has been growing for these last two
years and now I am going to confess the fear to you.
Two years ago I had a little girl here at home of whom I was
very proud. She was a tom-boy, I cannot deny; playing base-
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ball, she could catch the pitcher’s curves and spit-balls and hold
them, or, at the bat, drive the ball out into left field for a “two
bagger,” as well as her brothers. But she was a serious,
thoughtful little girl, this tom-boy of mine, and when she came
in from her play she would curl up on the window-seat with a
book and read and read. She read everything, at first, from
Charles Dickens to Charles Garvice, but before long she learned
to discriminate and to appreciate the best. She knew what ones
of the “best sellers” were worth reading and what were “slush,”
Often she and I took long walks or drives together and talked
about our favorite heroes and heroines. Do you remember that
day you were so indignant over the fate of Sidney Carton in
“The Tale of Two Cities” ?
There I have spoiled my story; but I guess you knew whom I
was talking about. Tell me, little girl of mine, have you lost all
interest in your once dear people,— Rebecca, in Ivanhoe, Jean
Valjean, Dorothy Vernon, and even little David Copperfield?
Last summer when you were at home we took the same long
walks and drives. Do you remember what we talked about?
Probably not, but I do. We discussed the “perfectly splendid”
girl who was your latest crush and the “stunning” new shades in
stockings and bows to match. And what was that book I saw
in your lap one day when you had nothing to do? “The Hollow
of Her Hand” ! Horrors! I was very glad when I saw you throw
it down in disgust, for I would rather you never read a word
than that you should cultivate McCutcheon.
Seriously, do you not feel that you are losing valuable friends
when you grow away from those favorite authors of yours, this
way? You cannot help gradually losing your high ideals and
even that keen, lively interest you have always had in people, if
you lose your interest in the real, true types of people that has
been created for you by the great writers of all times. How
many worth while books have you read since you went to col
lege? Have you read any beside those required by your Litera
ture course?
You protest that you are so busy; what do mothers at home
know about the things that keep a college girl “humping” every
minute of the day? I know you are doing a great deal and
working hard at your studies but remember this, daughter, you
are in college to educate yourself, in the broadest meaning of
the word; to broaden yourself; and you cannot do this if you
abandon your reading. You owe it to yourself to read, at least
a little, not insatiably, to the neglect of your other work, but
enough to keep your imagination lively and your interest in life
keen.
Perhaps we can work a little more into your busy days. Let
me see; isn’t your schedule something like this; breakfast at
seven, classes from eight to twelve and two to four, “gym” from
four to five, dinner at six, and study from seven to ten?
Did you ever sit down at night and reckon how much time you
have wasted during the day? Don’t you go into someone’s
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room and talk new “prom” dresses and partners, sometimes all
the evening? I think you do. It is human nature.
Now I will tell you what I want you to do and I think you will
find it very easy when you get the habit. Plan to have the last
part of each day a sort of recreation hour. You must have
your lights out at ten o’clock and it is very poor policy to study
all the evening and then, at ten o’clock, switch off the lights and
bounce into bed with your brain fairly aching with an overdose
of botanical terms or French verbs. On the other hand, neither
is it a good plan to throw your book down when the nine o’clock
bell rings and proceed to work off some superfluous energy by
“raising Ned” until ten o’clock and getting all worked up and
excited. So at nine o’clock let’s plan to get ready for bed and
then read in some favorite book until ten o’clock. You will not
miss the time and you will find that you sleep much better.
Also, you will grow more like your old self, my sensible, thought
ful little woman. Please try this for a while, just to please
your “Mammy.”
I think I have kept close watch over what you have read and
I know that you are well acquainted with most of the standard
authors. I am going to mention here some things that I know
you will want to read, both the good old-fashioned kind and
some of the new books. It is a jumbled up list, but they are
just some that I have read and you have not. You can read
them as you wish.
There is a simple little English story I want you to be sure
and read; it would be a good one to begin w ith; it is “Cranford”
by Elizabeth Geskell. It is a pretty, rather amusing story, giv
ing a good idea of English village life in the nineteenth century.
After that, why not read “Vanity Fair” ? It is not excitingly
interesting but it is something you ought to read, for the style,
if for nothing more. You have not read much of Thackeray
and here you will find him at his best. He is not as easy read
ing as Dickens but I understand you well enough to know that
you will love Thackeray when you know him. “Vanity Fair”
has no hero, but the heroine, Becky Sharpe, is one of the finest
heroines in literature.
You are probably wondering now if you ought to read “Quo
Vadis,” as I see they are showing it in motion pictures in your
town. The pictures are very good; go and see them, by all
means. The impersonation of Nero could not be better and
the architecture of the old Roman buildings is reproduced per
fectly. But I do not think that you need to read the book. It
is a great exaggeration of the cruelties and debaucheries of
Nero and the persecutions of the Christians and those things
have been exaggerated enough by being passed down through
history, without your reading “Quo Vadis.” On the other
hand, the author does deserve praise for his wonderful descrip
tions
You said you did not care for Kipline: after reading, “The
Light That Failed.” Have you read “Plain Tales from the
Hills” ? Try them.
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You saw Helen Keller last month and heard her speak. Now
you will be interested to read her autobiography, which I tried
to get you to read last winter. You will find it doubly interest
ing. Another autobiography that is well worth reading is Mary
Antin’s “Promised Land.” She is a Russian Jewess, whose
family was driven to come to America when she was very
young. It shows up very truthfully and pathetically the per
secutions of the Jews and also the wretched condition of the
poorest quarters in our large American cities.
After reading that, read Jane Addams’ “Hull House” and
some more of her interesting articles on social reform. You
have been doing some settlement work in your own small way.
Jane Addams will arouse your enthusiasm for greater things.
Then when you are truly interested, read Rausenbusch in “Chris
tianity and the Social Crisis.” It is the finest that has been
written on that subject.
This probably sounds like pretty deep reading, does it not?
Well, don’t read Rausenbusch all the time. There are several
of this year’s novels that are well worth reading. To begin
with, read “The Inside of the Cup” and the “V. V’s Eyes.” I
will not say anything about them now, but I want you to write
me just what you think of them. I remember how you loved
“Queed” and dear little “Fifi” and her definition of happiness.
Remember it begins with liking people, liking everybody. Then
when you really like them you want to do things for them, and
that is happiness.”
There are many more things that I want you to read but I
want you to do some picking and choosing, yourself. Do not
neglect poetry. Nothing produces true culture as much as
reading and studying good poetry. You know your American
poets well but you can still spend an enjoyable evening hour
with Longfellow, Whittier, or Lanier.
Before long you must learn to like essays, but they cannot be
read in your hour before bed-time. You will read Lamb and
Ruskin when you are at home, curled up in father’s big leather
chair before the open fire, with your lap full of apples and the
drop-light pulled low.
Write soon and tell me what you think of my scheme.
Your loving mother.

COLBY DAY
October twenty-fourth was Colby Day. Write it big, for that
is the day we celebrate! All the morning we were busy behind
the scenes, putting the finishing touches on costumes, or prac
tising for the last time, for the day’s program began with the
Freshman-Sophomore basket-ball game.
After this exciting contest, between the Sophomores and the
Freshmen, which resulted in the score, 4-6, and which displayed
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fine playing in the part of each class, the guests all came into
Foss Hall dining-room where the under-class girls were to give
their dances. At four-thirty, nine couples of hearty Hollanders
appeared and reproduced a delightful folk-dance. The audi
ence felt that the girls themselves thoroughly enjoyed it, for
they shook their fingers and clapped each others ears as if they
meant it. The costumes were perfectly fitted to the dance: the
Dutch maids wore the conventional short black skirt, white
waist, black bodice, white stockings and heavy black shoes;
while the Dutch youth wore jaunty black caps, white shirts
with starched collars, black vests, and like their sisters, white
stockings and heavy black shoes. The girls entered into the
spirit cf the dance and reflected credit on their classmates,
Marion Wyman and Lois Osgood who had charge of the 1916
stunt. After the Sophomore dance, twelve Freshmen girls,
whom Marjorie Barker and Effie Hannan had carefully trained,
costumed in typical Japanese fashion—with fancy colored
kimonos, sashes, parasols, and with chysanthemums in their
hair—gave a very artistic representation of Japanese girls’
dancing. The figures they formed, blending their soft colors,
were especially attractive. As the last figure, all the Japanese
girls knelt in a semi-circle and twirled their parasols rhythmetically while the Freshman President, Ethel Duff, was crowned
by the Sophomore President, Ella Robinson. It was a very
charming ceremony. Then the 1916 and 1917 girls withdrew
and the guests and girls showed their appreciation in applause
and cheers.
The evening entertainment consisted of a Colby Pageant
given by the class of 1914.
This was presented in place of the play that the Seniors
usually have on Colby Day, because we considered it both a fit
ting manner of observing the occasion, and also an opportunity
of paying homage to our Alma Mater. After the performance,
the guests and the girls gathered in the hall and refreshments
were served. The Pageant was written by Emily Hanson, 1914.
The following is copied from the book of the Pageant, the sou
venir of the evening:
A COLBY PAGEANT.
“A pageant is a festival of thanksgiving to Almighty God
for the benefits of the past, the opportunities of the present,
and the hopes of the future.”
It is the purpose of the Class of 1914 in presenting a pageant
of Colby to fulfill this three-fold ideal: to commemorate the past
of our College; to pay a tribute of respect and love to her, and to
wish her a future of prosperity and greatness. We have tried
to remember that “a pageant is not primarily a show, but is the
continuing life of a community” ; and in the following scenes
from the life of our Alma Mater we have tried to visualize the
history, growth and activities of Colby in a manner worthy of
our theme.
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The Pageant Committee—Emily Lowell Hanson, Lillian Winthrop Fogg, Annie Lois Peacock, Blanche Claire Farrington.
The Properties Committee—Madeline Emma Clough, Mabel
Allan Bynon, Clara Wilson Collins.
The Pageanters—Alice Maud Beckett, Mabel Allan Bynon,
Madeline Emma Clough, Florence Judson Cole, Clara Wilson
Collins, Lena Cushing, Emily Ann Cunningham, Lora May Danforth, Marion Edith Dodge, Annie Laura Dudley, Blanche Claire
Farrington, Idella Katherine Farnum, Lillian Winthrop Fogg,
Grace Wakefield Hamilton, Emily Lowell Hanson, Mabelle Han
cock Hunt, Adelaide Lounsberry Klein, Ethel Eugenia Merriam,
Cora Amelia Patterson, Gladys Paul, Annie Lois Peacock, Erma
Vyra Reynolds, Abbie Gertrude Sanderson, Marjorie Scribner,
Nanine Loretto Soule, Helen Odiorne Thomas, Dorothy Horr
Tubbs, Edith Crosby Washburn, Grace Edson Weston, Christine
Record Whittemore, Hazel Young.
C haracters of the P ageant .

Colbiana, The Spirit of Colby............ Adelaide Lounsberry Klein
The Spirit of Maine..............................Ethel Eugenia Merriam
The Spirit of Our Christian Association.....................................
.........................................................Abbie Gertrude Sanderson
The Spirit of A rt....................................... Cora Amelia Patterson
The Spirit of Science................. Christine Record Whittemore
The Spirit of P la y ................................... Helen Odiorne Thomas
The Spirit of the Willows........................Emily Lowell Hanson
The Spirit of the Kennebec.........................Dorothy Horr Tubbs
The Spirit of the Messalonskee.................. Annie Laura Dudley
The Couriers............................Annie Lois Peacock, Hazel Young
Music of the P ageant .
Colby Fair
Colby Hymn
Alma Mater
Ode to Colby
Colby Our Pride
Old Colby, Our Glory
D irector of the Music .

Marjorie Scribner
P rologue.

The orchestra plays Alma Mater softly and slowly. Two
couriers enter and quietly draw back the curtains while the
voices of Colby’s daughters are heard singing
Colby fair! Hail to thee!
Daughters thine loyal we!
May it ever be well
Alma Mater, with thee!
The couriers take their places at the right and left bounda
ries of the stage and the pageant begins.
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H istory and Grow th .

Episode I. Colby in 1820.
Colbiana, the Spirit of Colby, and the Spirit of Maine enter
and stand before the Arch of Education. Maine welcomes Col
biana and bids her take her place beneath the Arch. Colbiana
in turn pledges her support to the Spirit of Maine and promises
to teach her children to love the Pine Tree State.
Interlude 1.
A Song to Maine............................................ Louise Helen Coburn
Read by Alice Maud Beckett
Episode II. First Women Graduates.
Time—The early seventies.
The Spirit of Art enters and stands at Colbiana’s right. The
First Women Graduates enter and kneel before Colbiana. The
Spirit of Art silently commends each student as she passes by.
The Spirit of Science slowly enters from the left and stands in
the shadow of the Arch.
First Women Graduates—Gladys Paul, Emily Ann Cunning
ham, Erma Vyra Reynolds, Grace Edson Weston.
Interlude 2.
Old Colby, Our Glory................Marjorie Scribner and the Class
Episode III. The Ministering of the Gift.
Time—From 1892 always.
The orchestra plays “Dear Lord and Father of Mankind.”
As the vesper music is hushed, the Spirit of our Christian Asso
ciation enters, dressed in royal blue, the Association color. She
gathers her children around her and teaches them the joy of
service and of giving:
“Even as ye have received
The gift, so shall ye minister
The same one to another.”
Association S pirit............................... Abbie Gertrude Sanderson
Interlude 3.
Beneath thy Willows, Colby fair!
................................................Marjorie Scribner and the Class
The Willow Dance........................................Emily Lowell Hanson
Episode IV.
The Laying of the Corner-stone of Foss Hall, 1904. A tribute
to the memory of Eliza Adaline Foss Dexter, who said when she
made the gift of this College home, “I am very happy to have
this building called Foss Hall; and I give it with my love and
prayerful interest to Colby College, to help in the education of
the girls of my native State.”
The Spirit of Dedication.........................................Lena Cushing
Interlude 4.
Dorothy Horr Tubbs
The Dance of The Kennebec
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A ctivities.

Episode V. Studies.
A group of girls in sailor-suits and “shining morning face”
scurry to eight o’clock’s.
Students—Clara Wilson Collins, Blanche Claire Farrington,
Mabelle Hunt, Madeline Emma Clough, Lora May Danforth,
Marion Edith Dodge.
Interlude 5.
The Spirit of Play summons her children
The Dance of the Prep. Schools
The Spirit of Coburn................................... Annie Laura Dudley
The Spirit of H ebron................................... Lora May Danforth
The Spirit of R ick er..................................................Mabel AllanBynon
The Spirit of Higgins ........................................... Dorothy HorrTubbs
Colby’s Prep. School girls are dressed in their respective
colors and carry their banners, while the banners of the other
schools that are dear to 1914 decorate the stage.
Episode VI. Activities.
The Spirit of Play calls the team out for a game of rythmic
basket-ball. Meanwhile the rest of thee lass sing and cheer
from the side-lines.
Team.
Gladys Paul, Nanine Loretto Soule, Edith Crosby Washburn,
Lillian Winthrop Fogg, Florence Judson Cole, Alice Maud
Beckett.
Interlude 6.
The Dance of the Messalonskee..................Annie Laura Dudley
Episode VII. Dramatics.
The Spirit of Play brings in a touchstone, works a charm and
conjures a second Spirit to read “Ben Butler and the Sign” from
“Colby Stories.”
Spirit of Dramatics ............................. Edith Crosby Washburn
Episode VIII. Social Life..
The Spirit of Play invites 1914 to a Party after which 1914
sings songs and cheers.
1914 C heering S ong.
T une — Tammany.

Cheer fourteen!
Dear fourteen!
She’s the class we all adore,
1 Rah, 9 Rah, 1 Rah, 4!
Cheer fourteen!
Dear fourteen!
Rah! Rah! Rah! Rah! Rah! Rah! Rah!
Nineteen fourteen!
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1914 Class S ong .

(Words and music written for the occasion.)
Dear old fourteen, today we sing to you
And pledge our friendship strong and tru e !
We’ll always loyal be to white and blue,
And to our Colbiana, too!
Interlude 7.
Colby Our Pride........................Marjorie Scribner and the Class
Episode IX. Our Tribute to Colbiana.
The women of Colby gather from all directions and encircle
the Arch beneath which Colbiana sits. They stand in silence
for a time and then repeat with reverent voices
A Colby Student’s Symphony.
Episode X. Our Wish for Colbiana’s Future.
At the shrine of our Alma Mater the Association Spirit pledges
high ideals and steady strength of purpose to Colby women; the
Spirit of Play promises them health; the Spirit of the Willows
promises them loyalty, and the little Prep. School Spirits pledge
their support, in the following song:
We’ll rally to the Blue and Gray!
That’s what all these big girls say.
And when we come to Colby,
We’ll put all our flags away,
For we’ll rally to the Blue and the Gray!
Then Colbiana confides to her daughters her dream for their
future and her wish that they bring honor to their College and
their Country.
America................................................................. 1914 and Guests
ACKNOWLEDGMENT.
The Pageant committee wishes to make grateful acknowledg
ment of the cooperation of the Pageanters and the kindly en
couragement and appreciation of the friends who are interested
in the welfare of Colby. We are glad if this Pageant of Colby
has fulfilled in any measure its mission of expressing our love
for Colby, our respect for her past, and our hope for her future.
We are indebted to the Pageant given at Silver Bay last June
for Episode VIII. This production called “The Ministering of
the Gift” was written by Miss Helen Thoburn, and was acted by
all the girls at the Y. W. C. A Conference this year. Every
phase of Christian Association work was represented: in the
college, the open country, the city and its poor, and in other
lands. The conception is very beautiful, especially the idea of
representing the Prophets of Sargent’s frieze. Symbolic dances
and drills, orchestral music and choruses were used most effect
ively to make the work artistic as well as instructive, and the
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lines were full of melody as well as earnestness. It was from
this delightful piece that we drew our inspiration for a Colby
Pageant. The Association Spirit and The Spirit of Play we
also borrowed from “The Ministering of the Gift,” because we
hoped in this way to give all our friends an idea of the scope,
the beauty, and the helpfulness of such a finished and compre
hensive work.

Y. W. C. A.
The Young Women’s Christian Association began its work
this fall with the annual reception on the first Friday night of
the term. This year the reception was given in honor of the
class of 1917, and our new dean, Miss Flora M. Greenough.
Practically every girl in college was present.
The Colby girls had an especial privilege when they received
an invitation to send five of the senior girls to Boston, to an
occupational conference. This conference was held the 8th of
November, at Simmons College, and was under the auspices of
the National Board of the Y. W. C. A. Every phase of the
Christian Association work was discussed, and the conference
was declared the most delightful and helpful session of its kind
ever held. The Colby girls who attended it were Alice Beckett,
Madeline Clough, Idella Farnum, Abbie Sanderson, and Edith
Washburn.
A new and different kind of opportunity was given the Asso
ciation, when the girls at Gould’s Academy, Bethel, Maine, re
quested that one of the Colby girls go and speak to them re
garding Association work. Two girls were sent,—Abbie Sand
erson, ’14, and Helen Hanson, ’15, on November 19th. They
received a royal welcome, and felt that although the work was
an entirely new experience to them, they were well repaid by the
interest and enthusiasm shown.
Two of the most interesting Tuesday night meetings this year
were led by Mrs. Annie G. Pepper, and Mrs. Robert M. Crowell.
Mrs. Pepper’s “Rainbow Talk” was inspiring and helpful to
everyone. Mrs. Crowell told something of her experiences in
settlement work in Hull House, Chicago. This talk was not
only instructive but intensely interesting.
A great deal of enthusiasm was aroused in the Student Vol
unteer Convention, when Mr. Whitcomb, representing the Stu
dent Volunteer Movement, talked to all the girls, and to the
cabinet of the Y. W. C. A. upon this subject. The Association
has decided to send a delegate to this Convention, and as it
seems quite a task to undertake, the Association is calling upon
alumnae and friends for aid.
Mrs. Garrett, under the auspices of the National Y. W. C. A.,
gave a series of lectures along the line of Dr. Richard Cabot’s
work, “The Christian Approach to Social Morality.” The girls
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enjoyed not only Mrs. Garrett’s talks, but personal acquaintance
formed during her three days visit.
Miss Mary J. Corbett, Student Secretary of the Northeast
Field Committee, visited the college from November twentysecond to twenty-sixth. On Monday night a reception was
given in her honor. The faculty and the members of the Y. M.
C. A. were invited. On Tuesday night the Membership rally
of the Y. W. C. A took place. The toastmistress was Miss
Helen Hanson. The speeches made were as follows:
“The Place the Association fills in the heart of the College Girl,”
............................................................... Abbie G. Sanderson, ’14
“The Need and Opportunity of College Graduates in the South,”
............................................... Miss Flora M. Greenough, Dean
“Christian Association Work—World Wide” ...............................
..................................................................... Miss Mary J. Corbett

H ead of Sports and Basket Ball Captains

Freshmen

ATHLETICS
Athletics have been handicapped to some extent this fall by
the lack of a physical director, but the fact that each class has
accepted their individual responsibility and the wealth of ath
letic material added by the Freshmen gives promise of a very
successful season.
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S ophomore-F reshman Game .

The first basket ball game of the year was the annual contest
between the Sophomores and Freshmen on Colby Day. The
game was clean and exciting with excellent playing on both
teams. The Freshman however proved more fortunate and
won the game 6-4.
Line u p :
1916
1917
Singer, (capt.) f
............ J. Moulton, f
Dresser, f ..........
...................Dagget, f
Moses, s.c..........
.................Farnum, c
Harmon, c ........
............Morisette, s c
Towne, g ..........
Armstrong (capt.) g
Wyman, g . . . .
..............Robinson, g
Referee ............
.............. P. St. Clair
S enior-J unior Game .

The second championship game was played on October twen
ty-nine between the Seniors and Juniors. The two teams were
evenly matched and the result of the contest in doubt until the
final whistle had blown. 1914 however proved victorious. The
final score was 2-0.
Line u p :
1914
1915
Soule, f ............
Washburn, (capt.) f
Cunningham, f.
..................Forbes, f
Paul (capt.) s c
..................Webb, sc
Sanderson, c . .
.......................Dyer, c
Tubbs, g ............
.................Steward, g
Washburn, g. . .
........Chamberlain, g
Referee ............
.....................St. Clair
A series of three basket ball games have been played between
Coburn and the Colby Freshmen. The first game, played on
the Colby field, was a victory for Coburn but the other two,
played in the Coburn gymnasium, were Freshman victories.
The games were the best exhibition of basket ball seen for a
long time and it is to be hoped that they will continue through
out the Winter, both with the Freshman and other classes.
The tennis courts have not been put in order this fall but
there have been many players out, and with the new material
the Spring Tournament should be interesting and warmly con
tested.
Riding classes have been resumed and bids fair to attain the
popularity gained last year.
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EDITORIALS
The C o l b i a n a greets all her readers with best wishes for a
New Year. We are glad that with the loyal support of stu
dents and alumnae we have been able to make our publication a
success, and a very helpful part of our college life. We are
also proud to learn that we are one of a very few colleges to
have a separate magazine edited by the Woman’s Division. We
still desire to hold to our two-fold object: to develop among the
girls in college greater Colby pride and loyalty, and to arouse
in our Alumnae deeper loyalty to their Alma Mater by keeping
them in touch with our activities. Our ideal is constant im
provement—we desire to make each number better than the
last. We thank you, Alumnae and friends, for your whole
hearted support in the past, and ask for your continued interest
in our publication.
This year it has seemed wise to change our method of choos
ing literary material. Mrs. Robert Crowell, Mrs. John Hedman, and Miss Florence Dunn have kindly consented to act as
a board of judges to select articles for the literary department.
All work is submitted without names, and is chosen with a view
to literary merit, interest, and variety. In this way, we hope
to give you our best.
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TAG DAY.
We wish to thank all those who so generously responded to
our invitation and played the game of tag on November twentyfirst. The favorable reception our idea met at your hands was
exceedingly encouraging. We believe that with your support
and interest we can publish a magazine that shall adequately
express the ideals and ambitions, the work and the play of Colby
women.
P. S. If you, chance reader of our columns, were so unfor
tunate as not to get tagged, we can only apologize for our negli
gence, and hope you will show that you forgive us by subscrib
ing for Colbiana, right away. We are still playing the game!
T he Colbiana offers one year’s subscription for the best
Colby song, and also one year’s subscription for the best class
song which shall be submitted before February fifteenth, 1914.
This contest is open to all Colby students. The Colbiana Board
of Judges is to award the prizes, and the successful songs will
appear in our next issue. Manuscripts should be placed in Box
X at Foss Hall, or mailed to the Literary Editor. We shall also
be glad to receive from any subscriber, suggestions or criticisms
concerning the Colbiana. Y ou can help us in this way, to keep
our publication up to the standard of literary proficiency that
we are trying to attain. We trust, then, that our readers will
remember Box X, and that in spite of its name, the mss. will
not appear in unknown or negative quantities. Everybody con
tribute! Colbiana is your magazine as much as ours!

WELCOME 1917!
We are glad to have you with us. We are glad you show the
right kind of Colby spirit, and have good class spirit, also, for
these are the first lessons to learn while you are puzzling over
Math, and Latin. Other important lessons are the work of
making ourselves measure up to the highest type of American
womanhood; of being public-spirited; of keeping our ideals high,
even if we have to stand on tip-toe to see them, rather than
change them to suit new conditions; of being prompt, thorough
and thoughtful—in short, of being capable, useful members of
every-day society.
Be sure to enter every college activity you can. Find your
place in the Y. W. C. A., and save Tuesday evenings for an in
terest you will cherish all your life. You can not spend half an
hour in any better way. Find your place in athletics if it is
nothing more than taking a brisk walk every day; (you can feel
a real Rooseveltian strenuosity in it, if you stop to consider how
truly wonderful a feat it is to learn to lift yourself up stairs!) ;
in the Glee Club, the Mandolin Club, the Dramatic Club and by
no means least Le Cercle Frangais! Play for a moment that
you are Seniors, looking back on Freshman days, and do the
things you will be glad to remember when 1917 really stares at
you from your new Christmas calendar. And do it now! This
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homely admonition is the touchstone of college life. We must
learn to read as we run (to class!), for the world wags even
faster when we are out of college, we are told, and we will
accomplish more when that time comes if we manage our min
utes now.
College is a corridor joining our home-life and our pedagogi
cal period. To impart kinetic energy to this figure, college is
the train on which we are travelling, not our destination. We
keep passing important stations all the time, and we must keep
our eyes open, or the trip will not be worth our while. Or we
may get side-tracked and not make the progress we dreamed we
would when we read the guide-book back in High School days.
Or we may fall asleep and wake to find we are not in the State
we started for. The only way to enter this country is to keep
wide awake and plan our journey so we can learn the most, to
the best advantage, in the shortest time. Let’s get on the right
train and keep travelling forward ! All aboard!

LAUGH-Y-ETTES
THE ANTI-FAT CLUB.
On the evening of October 28, 1913, a trio of co-ords, Seniors,
Juniors, and Sophomores, met in a certain suite in Foss Hall
and meditated long upon their avoirdupois. “Alas,” said Monstrosiosita, “I weigh 167 and I’m desperate.” “Well,” Emacio
answered, “Just you look at that arm,” while the third who
shall be nameless, sadly murmured that to stop at 135 was the
goal of her ambition. Then let’s be Saturday Sylphs and “Art
for Art’s sake shall be our motto.”
So they hied them into the corridors of Foss Hall even to
Pie Alley they hied themselves and gathered recruits; namely,
Sliminen, Declinsta, Butter Spat and Fatty Spilliker. Thence
to the Y. W. C. A. room where the scales were subjected to a
heavy strain and told the sad story.
Next day the committee, carefully chosen, interviewed the
Dean and Miss Butman and received amused consent to have
a table where dietetics should reign. No desserts, no cake, no
butter. No pie, no beefsteak, no grape fruit.
Oh how we laughed! Such jokes, such puns, giggles and
muffled gurgles so that the whole dining-room stopped to listen.
Monstrosiosita would “run it,” Sliminen would hiss, and Emacio
would come in late.
Sad to relate, as Thanksgiving approached, there were signs
of mutiny. One wanted “wiggle” another “weed” a third
gobbled all the “freshmen tears” where those delicacies ap
peared on the menu and we all stood out for salmon and peas.
Disagreement over the presidency arose. Sliminen had to be
impeached,—Maizie’s chocolates did it, Monstrosiosita had to be
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carried out and finally we were inflicted with three chief officers.
Finally realizing that it was no use, even in crackers and
milk, when said members, not mentioning any names would eat
sundaes and trots, we had a parting banquet at the Royal Cafe,
delivered a few final slams and separated, our dreams of en
trancing slenderness vanished.
K ew pie , ’16.

JOKES
“What is the secret of success?” asked the Sphinx.
“Take pains,” said the Window.
“Never be led,” said the Pencil.
“Be up to date,” said the Calendar.
“Always keep cool,” said the Ice.
“Aspire to greater things,” said the Nutmeg.
“Spend much time in reflection,” said the Mirror.
“Find a good thing and stick to it,” said the Glue.
“Be ever ready to do a good turn for anyone,” said the crank.
“Sacrifice yourself, that through you others may succeed,”
said the orange.

CLASS NEWS
1914.
On Saturday evening, October 11, Dean Greenough invited
the Senior girls to her room, for an informal party. Miss
Cushing assisted at the tea-table. The evening passed very
pleasantly, with story-telling and games.
A French club has been organized this year with Florence
Cole as President. Meetings are planned for every fortnight
and Prof. Hedman has promised some talks which we are sure
will be very interesting and instructive. The dining-room is at
present enlivened by le bruit of those who are making commen
dable attempts to learn French.
1915.
“There will be a Junior class meeting directly after chapel,”
was the daily announcement during the first weeks of college.
Great was the curiosity of the other classes but the Juniors
looked wise and said nothing. On October sixth, the secret was
out; the Juniors were giving Merle Bowler Stetson a surprise
party. At five o’clock, the class set forth on a cross-country
walk to the bride’s new home, where, without a word of warn
ing the shouts of “1915, 1915, Rah! Rah!” burst forth on the
quiet evening air. The door opened and Merle appeared, sur
prised but smiling in cordial greeting. The committee with
drew to the kitchen while the other members inspected the cozy
dainty home and munched apples before the open fire. Walk
ing and the brisk Autumn air had given each girl a remarkable
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appetite which was delightfully satisfied by the basket supper.
The evening was spent in telling stories, singing and toasting
marshmallows. Mrs. Stetson admirably proved her ability as
a cook in the dainty refreshments she served. Wishing Merle
the greatest of joy and happiness, the class cheered once more
for the gold and green; and then with the usual ending, they set
off in mad haste to reach Foss Hall before quarter of ten.
1916.
BLOODY MONDAY NIGHT.
Promptly at seven o’clock on the evening of September 22nd
every trembling Freshman girl had been scrupulously sought
out, led to the gymnasium and commanded to take her place
within one of the circles on the “gym.” floor. Some looked
longingly toward the firmly locked windows and out of doors,
but alas! this was all in vain. However, they soon recognized
the 1916 girls as their vast superiors from whom they were to
take future advice, and meekly humbled themselves before their
commands. One by one each girl was taken from the ring and
blindfolded (for this was a very serious occasion). Then she
was conducted by a dignified Sophomore through long, gloomy
passages lined with grating obstacles to the haunt where the
administrator of the oath stood. This superior person was very
suitably gowned in a black robe glimmering with weird phos
phorus. Her hands and face also gleamed with the “scarey”
substance. Before the administrator the blindfolds were re
moved and every girl had to repeat solmenly:
“I do hereby solemnly swear, by this right eye, (a clammy eye
was placed in her outstretched hand) plucked from the head of a
living class-mate, to be a true and loyal student of Colby and
to show all due respect and obedience to Phi Chi, 1916.”
There were only a few distinguished ones who refused to do
the Sophomores’ bidding. These were made to kneel and ten
derly kiss the scroll.
After the oath had been satisfactorily taken, the Freshmen
were given their future rules, and sent up-stairs where they
enjoyed lemonade, peanuts, candy, and last but not least, a
social dance at the expense of 1916. Although the Sophomores
felt that the Freshmen were very unsophisticated, they all had
to admit that 1917 had been good fun, and were a class that
Colby might well be proud of.
1917.
Speaking of good times, did you go to the Freshman reception
this year? You didn’t! Well you certainly missed some fun.
Where did we go? Well, haven’t you heard about it yet? I
shall have to tell you. Of course I don’t need to say how watch
ful and suspicious the Sophomores were. Why, if a bunch of
Freshmen girls went down street you could see groups of Sophs
gathering solemnly together with wise shakings of the head
and muttered, “There’s something up, someone will have to
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follow them.” Then they would start on their detective work
trying to look innocent and each one believing herself a verita
ble Sherlock Holmes. Did we get away from them? Well I
should say we did. It was on Monday, all the Freshmen cut
afternoon classes, and about one o’clock we began scattering
over the city, and trying to get onto Oakland cars without being
seen by our detectives. We kept this up all of the afternoon
and by four o’clock all of the girls and a few of the boys were
crowded into the waiting-room of the Oakland station impa
tiently waiting for our special which was to come from Waterville, with the rest of the boys on board, and take us to Maranacook.
Suddenly we heard shouts, both of disgust and triumph, and
there was a small crowd of Sophomores en route for Maranacook by automobiles. But cheer up, there were only six autos
full, and most of those girls, and our special was coming fast.
There certainly was some haste and confusion when it did come.
And weren’t those Sophs mad when they got to Maranacook and
found that we had finished our banquet, had several brilliant
speeches and were having a nice dance. Oh! but we had a dandy
banquet, and plenty of laughter to help our digestion. Of
course we weren’t afraid of the Sophs, we had the doors well
guarded, and what was their small crowd against ours? When
they finally arrived we invited them in to get something to
satisfy the inner man, and I guess they appreciated our kind
ness. We returned home very much satisfied and happy and we
made the air ring with cheers for 1917 and in spite of the dark
looks from the Sophs we sang Phi Chi until we hadn’t breath
enough left to say good-night. You certainly should have gone,
we will never forget our Freshman banquet.

ALUMNAE NOTES
Miss Lucy Whenan, 1908, is in Y. W. C. A. work at present.
She is in the educative department of the Central Board of the
Y. W. C. A in New York City.
Miss Fannie Crute, ’09, is now teaching in Biddeford, Maine.
Abbie Hogue, ’09, who has been teaching in Mobile, Alabama,
for some time, is now teaching in Woodfords, Maine.
Miss Hazel Cole, ’ll, has left Maine Central Institute, Pitts
field, and is employed in the English Department of Taunton
High School, Taunton, Mass.
Miss Ellen Peterson, ’07, is in Kinhwa, China. She is now
studying the language preparatory to teaching in the Mission
school.
MARRIAGES.
Ragnhild Iverson, ’09, to Nathaniel Tompkins, Colby, ’03, on
June 18, 1913.
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Bessie Cummings, 12, to Harold Waldron, U. of M., on Sep
tember 6, 1913, in Portland, Maine.
Jessie Ross, ’12, to Harold Murchie, Dartmouth, on October
15, in Calais, Maine.
1913.
Mattie Winded is teaching at Clinton, Maine. She has made
several visits to Foss Hall during the Fall.
Sadie Pennell is teaching at Livermore Falls.
Phyllis St. Clair is a member of the Faculty at Coburn Class
ical Institute. Besides coaching basket ball there, she has ref
ereed several class games for the Colby girls this fall.
Marion Ingalls and Dora Libby were back for Colby Day.
They are both at home this year, and Cynthia Knowles, also, has
not joined the working class as yet.
Eva Macomber is teaching in her home school at Jay.
Frances Pollard is teaching at Lubec.
Margaret Adams has recently accepted a fine position as prin
cipal of Bristol Academy at Bristol, Maine.
Iva Willis has a position as teacher in South Royalton, Ver
mont.
Lucy Clough is at her home in Kennebunkport.
Miss Angie Beckford is at her home in Waterville, recovering
from an operation performed on her spine. Her many friends
are glad to hear that she is doing well.
Marion Tibbetts is spending the winter in California.
Diana Wall is teaching at Bowdoinham, Maine.
Mabel Wall is teaching at her home in Rockport, Maine.
Bessie Tobey is at her home in Waterville this winter.

EXCHANGES
Our list of exchanges is rapidly increasing. We wish to
thank these who have sent their publications: Smith College,
Leavitt Institute, Coburn Classical Institute, Lincoln Academy,
Kents Hill Seminary.
We feel that the Smith College Monthly will be an invaluable
aid to Colbiana.
The Leavitt Angelus is good, but perhaps a little too local in
its interests and news.
There are several clever sketches in the Lincolnian for
October.
The editorials of the Coburn Clarion were especially good.
The Kents Hill Breeze was bright and interesting as usual.
We have the promise of several more college publications
which will add to the next issue of Colbiana.
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DIRECTORY
1914—
President, Ethel Merriam; Vice-President, Gladys
Paul; Secretary-Treasurer, Blanche Farrington.
1915—
President, Odette M. Pollard; Vice-President, Dorothy
N. Webb; Secretary-Treasurer, Ruth Goodwin.
1916—
President, Ella Robinson; Vice-President, Antoinette
Ware; Secretary-Treasurer, Vesta McCurda.
1917—
President, Ethel Duff; Vice-President, Marion Dag
gett; Secretary-Treasurer, Marion Greene.
Y. W. C. A.—President, Abbie Sanderson; Vice-President,
Helen Hanson; Secretary, Dorothy Webb; Treasurer, Alice
Beckett.
A thletic Committee—1914, Dorothy Tubbs; 1915, Ethel
Chamberlain; 1916, Katharine Singer.
H ead of Basket B all—Ethel Merriam.
B asket B all Captains —1914, Gladys Paul; 1915, Mary
Washburn; 1916, Katherine Singer; 1917, Ethel Armstrong.
Glee Club—President,, Florence Cole; Manager, Mildred
Holmes.

R O Y A L C A FE, Robinson & Davison, Props.
j
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DOM ESTIC B A K E R Y

|

Homemade Bread, Cake and P a stry

!

[ 64 T e m p le St.

Tel.

—

B u y Y ou r D r u g Store G oods a t

Dunbar’s Drug Store

j

397

-----------------------------

1 1 S M ain S treet, W a te r v ille , Me.

'

Ice Cream and Confectionery

P A R E N T ’S

!|

THE MAIL PUBLISHING CO.
120 Main Street, W a te rv ille , M aine

Silver S treet

School P apers a Specialty
i---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

-----------------------------------

.j

W hen you w ant a p-ood lunch or m eal
go to B U ZZELL’S CHOP H O U SE,
63 Temple Street.

,[
||

—
“TAILOR ED”
Makes and Repairs
Ladies’ Suits

J[

_____________________________________

1

—
MOVING P IC T U R E S and
V A U D E V ILL E

|!

CITY OPERA HOUSE !!

Subscribe for
T H E COLBIANA
50 cents a year

j

.

-- ------------

C O B U R N C L A S S IC A L IN S T IT U T E
W A T E R V I L L E , MAI NE
Coburn is an excellent preparatory school for boys and girls.
Its standards of scholarship and character are high. The courses
of study are arranged to give a thorough preparation for college
and for life.
Coburn is well located, is easy of access and is well equipped;
splendid locations for science work, a good gymnasium, a library
with four thousand volumes.
The new Libbey Athletic Field of twelve acres with quarter
mile cinder track, football and baseball field gives first class
opportunities for athletic sports which are under competent di
rectors.
For information or for catalogue, address
The Principal, DREW T. HAWTHORN.

P. L. CAMPBELL, ’14

MILROY WARREN, ’14

The Colby College Supply Store

Text Books
Poft Cards

Pencils Fountain Pens
Note Books
Banners

A general student supply

FairfieldPublishing Co.
PRINTING
of QUALITY
We take particular pains with school and
college

work•Programs, stationery,

and envelopes for fraternities.

O U R PR IC ES A R E R IG H T

R A IL R O A D

Y. M. C. A.
M EM BERSHIP
OPEN TO COLBY STUDENTS
Privileges: —Bowling, 5c a string.
Pool, 15c an hour. R estaurant:
—Lunches a t all hours.

S. L. P R E B L E

m
College
Photographer

m
68 MAIN ST., WATERVILLE

C. H. Pulsifer

F. A. Tibbetts

J. B. Palmer

The Waterville Steam Laundry
145 Main Street
Waterville, Maine
Work called for and delivered without extra charge
Telephone 145

Everything Electncal

FINEST FOOTWEAR.

For the Home

We have an Electric Grill that
provides college girls and boys
and the hostesses of fudge par
ties and similar gatherings with
the most up-to-date electric
cooking device on the market.

HOLMES’
SHOE
STORE

ATTACH TO ANY SOCKET

Evening Slippers

j CENTRAL MAINE POWER CO.

-----------------------------------------------------------|(

i;

H. L. Kelley & Co. !

O. A . M E A D E R
W holesale D ealer in
F R U IT A N D P R O D U C E

j

Books, Stationery, Wall Papers

CONFECTIONERY

AND F IN E ART GOODS

B U TTER , EGGS
P A P E R , P A P E R BAGS

Cor. Main and Temple Sts., W aterville
— ------ — — ----- ------—

jj

9 Chaplin S treet, W aterville, Maine
Telephones: 50 and 51-2

--------- --

Whitman, Foss and Marie
Saunders CHOCOLATES

J. H. De ORSAY, Druggist
(Successor to William C. Hawker & Co.)

70 Mam St.

Waterville, Maine

Kodaks and Camera Supplies

The
Specialty
Store

COATS, SUITS, MILLINERY
CORSETS, GLOVES
WAISTS AND
UNDERWEAR

EMERY-BROWN COMPANY

^Department
Stove

j

M illin e ry , Garments
D r y Goods
F a n c y China
Cut G la ss
E tc.

:

>

Cloutier Brothers

L a d i e s 7 C u sto m T a il o r i n g
a Specialty.

Hager’

.GROCERIES, MEATS and PROVISIONS

FOR
Confectionery and Ice Cream
Main Street

!

Hersom & Bonsall
Junction of M ain St. and College Ave.
Telephones, 154 and 155
ALSO

The Main St. Cash Grocery
170 M ain St. Opp. Savings B ank
Tel. 188J
Don’t fo rg et the first two stores on
your w ay down from the College.

W . L. C O R S O N
FILMS DEVELOPED AND
PRINTED
Photographic Views
Fine Work

DR. J. F. HILL
Main St.

Waterville, Maine

P ractice lim ited to the Eye, E a r
Nose and T h ro a t

♦

THE
COLBY
ECHO

The Rexall Store

By reading the Echo you are kept
in touch with Colby and h er activi
ties.
The ECHO prints thirty-six
weeks of College and Alum ni news
fo r one dollar. E very g ra d u ate and
friend of Colby should subscribe.

Special attention is called
to our Candy and Toilet
Articles.

Everything an up-to-date
Drug Store should have.

Kodak and Camera Sup
plies

C£3
A d d r e s s s u b s c r ip t i o n s to

William C. Hawker

M ANAGER COLBY ECHO
W a t e r v ille , M a in e

__

Obe fin e st Xinc of

SDtamonb IRtncjs
H A Y D E N ’S

in the Citv

»
$»
•

f. ?H. H a r d m a n
HOME MADE CANDIES

Jeweler anb Optician

Mitchell & Company ! j

jflovtsts

Telephone

Hours’ 8 1012' 1 10 5

Dr. Gordon B. Hatfield
DENTIST
173 M ain S treet, W aterville Maine

j

|4 4 Main Street, Waterville, Maine^ ^

j

|

Gold Work a
Gold Work a Specialty

Savings Bank Building

